102                          DAYS    WITH    BERNARD     SHAW
In die late evening I went round with a book he had asked for, but
when I got to the door I felt I couldn't enter. He was singing in the hall
to his own accompaniment. Charlotte loved to hear him sing while she
was in her bed upstairs. Though very ill, she yet spent a good deal of the
day downstairs, interested herself in all his affairs as always and went up
to bed early. . . . There at the foot of the stairs stood the piano, so that
Charlotte could hear his playing and singing.
As I walked away and down the lane, I heard him loud and clear,
singing with much gusto into the night.